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THE FOILING OF LYDIA 


By 

Porter Emerson Browne 


«* well tell me now ns to (ell me later " 

The girl lowered dark lashes over I ear- laden eyes. 

“I will." rhe replied very softly; aud then quickly, 
with a great effort, ns one anxious to he done with 
a palM-ft aught duty a* soon iih may he. alio naltl hur- 
riedly, breathlessly, brokenly 

"Lydia l«ovo rays l can't." 

Donnelly started 

"Who's she?" h" demanded savagely, "An' what's 
she buttin' In here for anyhow. I'd like tuh know?" 

The girl gased up nt hint lu surprise 

' Why. don't you know who Lydia Lovo !h?" shn 
asked. In nmaxed ton' - 

Donnelly shook hid head reflectively, "No." ho 
replied. 'Never to ard of her. Who Ib she?" 

"Why." explained tin girl, "she's the Indy who 
runs the 'Balm for the H'-uttsIrk nnd Advice to 
Young tjnvers' department In the Evening Gazette. 
She knows everything." 

"Oh. she does, d* she?" queried Donnelly In- 
vidiously. 

"Why, yes. of course." returned the girl "If she 
didn't, shn rouldn't have charge of n department 
like that, could she nnd In a newspaper, too? Of 
course, she knows everything about such thing" as 
engagements and wed. lines nnd who «hould marry, 
yon know. Why. sh 11s "vryoiie win to do!" 

"An' do they do li" demand'd T'onnelly wnnd*r- 
lugly. 

"Why, of course they do,' replied the girl posi- 
tively. 

Donnelly was silent Ills brain In the performance 
of his dally duties a- l.uuffeur of a grocery wagon, 
received but little . . !>■■ nnd le »•#. something 

that won. for the moment, quit- beyond 1 

"So," continued th- »:!rl and she was talking bro- 
kenly now, "although 1 felt perfectly s ir" that It was 
all right for mo to marr> you still I thought I d bet- 
tor auk Lydia Love aud make sure. Anil and— and 
Hho says— I can't!" She hurlfd her face In her hands 
and wnpt bitterly. 

Donnelly eyed the sobldng girl with much perturba- 
tion. 

"Don't cry, Nellie, girl," he pleaded weakly. "I 
guess raebbo wo 'tin llnrl some way out of It Mebb" 
she dl'n' understand all the circumstances. Aw. don' 
cry. Nellie flense don't. Cun* ytth see yuh'ro break- 
in’ uu all up. an' IT yuh don’ stop pretty soon I'm 
goln* tuh spill, too. Aw, soy, listen Nellie, lion' go 
on like that 'r yuh paw 'n maw 'll rntnr biatln' It lu 
here, t'lnkln' I'm treatin' yuh Ilk- we was married al- 
ready There, now- It's all right It's all right." 

He led the weeping girl to the sofa. and. Beating 
hl'unelf In Bid" her. gently drew her head down upon 
his shoulder and striked the tumhlt 1 hair with u ten- 
dcrtiess thut one v, ,uM not have thought po*>ll>1" 
from a hand the Ar. of his. 

Slowly the girl';. diblngs ceased; and at last she 
sat erect und wiped the tears from her dark eyes, 

“Toll in* all about it. Nellie.’ said Donnell)’ gently. 

The girl brushed a stray wi p of hair back from her 
check and caught H among tie piling masses on her 
beud. 

"I think I have a . opy of th letter 1 sent," she suld, 
at length. "I wrote It over several times. I'll see if I 
can Qnd It.” 


rled right off. Yours sincerely, 

NBLLIB MALONK. 

P. 8.- I forgot to say that once, at a chowder party. 
I taw him take a glass of beer Rut I never knew 
that this was a bad hahlt until I r- ad It In your rol- 
umn once. 

"Fine," Donnelly commended. 'That's what I rail 
a grand letter Hut I don't see what license she's got 
tuh crab our weddln' on no such t ing as that. What's 
the row? Where's her kick?" 

The girl, without replying, rose and went ngaln to 
the little desk and from a pigeon -hole look a copy of 
the Gazette 

A heavily underscored parug-aph stood out blankly 
In the center of the page, under a picture of a couple 
of Inordinately corpulent and Insufficiently adorned 
Cuplda who were engaged In wearing a clothes-line 
around a. pair of bleeding h*art» 

Donnelly directed Ills small, deep-set eye* upon It. 

lie M l laboriously, for Donnelly's srbool-day> had 
been spent for the main pari In the accumulation of 
other knowledge than that of hooks. 

"By no means nmrry the young man. my dear. It 
hurts me deeply to say this but you must remember 
that youth Is th" period of development and as the 
twig Is benl so will the tree Incline At present th* 
young man doubtless npp*.irs to be of good haldta 
Hut the seeds of Intemperance have Ixen sown. and. 
I fear me. will hut grow greater with Urn*, thereby 
making "f him a drunkard and you. should you wed 
him. that most miserable of human kind, a drunkard's 
wife. Instead, let no suggest that you Join some good 
Sunday-school class, where you »r- sure to meet some 
nice, refined, pleasant young men. and among thoae 
you will. I am rure, find stp h a mate as I am sur* you 
deserve to have." 

Donnelly's Interest In the letter saved him from 
comment until he had reach'd the end And once 
there, he was Incapable of comment: which was. per- 
haps Just as well For he was a strong man In anger 

"Now wha - d' yuh think o' that”' h* demanded, 
when he had finally regain'd his speech. "Wha’ d‘ 
yuh think o' that' Wnttldn that hump yuh an' hump 
yuh good* Oeel" and he again became Incoherent. 

"One glass o’ suds at Fat Tom firady's plcnl" an' 
I’m a souse!" he cried when ngaln lie »a- able to 
articulate. "An' m* duckin’ poolrooms an' hnss-ri -s 
an' gin-mills all th tint" an' never doin' nothin' that 
no one could find fault wit'- bein' trust'd by every 
gut wh»t knows me art’ boldin' responsible Jnlrs an' 
■landin’ net. high w!f t> ' ch ‘eh! Well, wouldn't that 
frost yuh? Wouldn' It" 

Th' girl wav -Tying again; and h" forgot hit grlev- 
ances that h* might h'lp enmf irt h*r. 

"Never mind. Nellie, girl.” he sn I tenderly "I'll 
fin' some wav tuh fl« l» Fur* I will. There, there, 
little girl! It's all right.'* 

When Nelli- had regain ■ 1 control of her emotion* 
he crossed slowly to the table und look his hat from 
where It lay. His Indignation had obsessed him again 

"I'm going out In th' I'utk an' walk myself tub 
death," ho aunounrrd fiercely in reply to h*r unspoken 
query. At th" door he turned. 

"Say, listen Nellie." be said. " 'f yuh frleo' Lydia 
aaya It'a all right, we can get married, can't we? 
Yub'll marry mo then, won yuh?" 
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W HISTLING blithely. If unmusically, Don- 
nelly mounted the throe cement steps 
that led Into the little hallway of the 
flat-house wherein abode the One Wom- 
an anti vigorously pushed the button 
above th« lott»r-box. 

Ordinarily the eager, welcoming clicking of the 
donr-'.nt lt was almost coincident with th" pressure of 
his thumb. But tonight it was not; und there en- 
sued a long, long pnuse. And when it' length the 
In k did click. It seemed to do ho hesitatingly, doubt- 
fully, uncertainly. 

B • Donm lly was too happy In his thoughts and 
hopes nnd plans to notice; nnd he leaped up Ihtt nar- 
row stairs, three at a time, to the third floor. And 
there ns ordinarily, she was awaiting him In tho 
door of the little parlor. 

Mr. Malone, as Donnvlly entered, looked up from 
his newspaper. 

" D avenln'. Mac<h«w, me bye." he greeted cor- 
dially. "'Tic 'll' dtvvle' own tolni" they do be hav- 
in' nt Aubcnny be lilvlns. Such a lot rtv tally gaugin' 
an' shonar.lgln' 01 nlvor did see In all me horn da-ays. 
After ratlin H oil over an considerin' It careful lolko. 


filled with little hut monotony It Is a constricted by every one who knows me that I am all right and 

sphere Those who dwell thereon work while other* on the level and have got no had habits and you 
plat They play while nthera work They aleep while ought to let me Tnu have broke her heart by Imltli g 

other* »re aw»ke. and they are awake while othera In like you did Bhe don't do nothing all day but set 

sleep And on their one weekly night off. which la around and cry and I feel that 1 could commit mur- 
arranged by the law of supply and demand rather der with a great deal of pleasure. Please do some- 

than by the law of God. they, for they compioaly thing at once | 

have few friends and fewer interest* outside of their 
business, helplessly haunt th* scenes of their labors 
or iltlft apathetically to some temple of Bacchus 
where they are sure to meet Other night -offers inch as 
themselves, anil thus torture idle moments away until 
It Is time for them to return to their work. 

The night before bad been Lydia's time of trial; 
and to-night Lydia re-entered the sphere of endeavor 
and. slumping heavily Into a wide, worn chair, presaed 
a gentle hand to a throbbing brow. 

Aunt Elvira, of the "Woman's Page," turned from 
a stack of half-opened letters. 

"Good evening. Lydia," came th* greeting In tones 
of iff cried solicit tide, "You don't look a bit well this 
evening I do hope |Fb nothing more serious than 
usual." 

Lydia Wive favored the other merely with * morose 
nml sullen glare 

A red -beaded copy-boy who. behind an ensconcing 
wa'I nt old papers In the* corner, was devoting hla 
budding intellect t which was in a fair way to become "Never again' 
rotten before It waxed rlpei to th* perusal of a dirty. "Never ngaln! 
dog-"aret| copy of "From 'h» Tomb, or the Hr gaud's for keeps. Gee 
Bride." hastily thrust his treasure Into th* plare Aunt Elvira, 
where a pants-pocket had once been and prepared to 
attend to hts duties; for It wns quite patent to his 
experienced eye that, as he expressed It beneath hla 
breath. "ol‘ Lydia has got anotler grouch on hence 
were storm signals set 

Lydia I/ive turned to ihe desk and prepared to at- 
tack the mall that had accumulated tlurlnx a day * 
absence A doi*n letters were opened deftly; and say 
then, from the first envelope Lydia extracted a much- I 
folded sheet and read: a It 

DEAR LYDIA 1/)VE — I am a young man eighty- 
seven tears old. and 1 am In love with a " ing lady wai 

flfty-on* years my Junior. Do you think A 

Lydia lyive sniffed scornfully "I think you're old of 
enough to know hetter.” was the lauatle comment roo 
with which the letter was consigned to he waste- 
basket dor 

The next was this. wai 

DBA It MISS IjOVE. — F or eleven y'ars I have been I 
engaged to n young ti;au bnt I think IBs 1 - ** is grow- age 
lug cold for he has not been to sw me f ■ > ver nine cub 
month* uuw 'hough h» lives right it pw* rhe street an<' 
and I »*" him g- Ing to work every mort :ag and I gin 
•hlnk my heart will break nnd I would he very grate- to 
fill to you If you will tell :n* bow 1 may win bark Um 

his affections and I dtsi 

Lydia Lovo read no further, hut threw the letter fen 
across the desk Into a bask"' marked. To Be An- bat 
swered." and turned to the next. It *ai sue 

MY DEAR MISS 1»VE:— I am a tall dashing blond* tho 
(natural) with klaaable red lips an! a perfect figure for 
m 1 glorious blue ryes nnd every on» sirs my man- I 
n<r» are quite some fascinating. I hope | don't s'*m hen 
conceit 1 In telling you these things but it ain't no 
barm for a g'.rl to npproclate her good points, Is It? ful' 


claimed Lydia "I wonder If Frn going to keep on 
getting those walls all the test of my life!" and the 
offending communication was east angrily Into tha 
w’s-ste-hasket as has been Its eight predecessor* 

"This Job'll have me In the psychopathic ward In 
about a week more" muttered the aggrieved Lydia, 
and with a venomous swing of otic arm the arbiter 
of affaires du roeur wrathfulljr swept from the desk 
Into the waste-basket a full half a hundred more 
communications requesting Advice for Young borers 
and drnwlng n long, black cigar from hl« pocket, smelt 
of It tentatively and then slowly Inserted It beneath 
I ho ragged fringe of his mustache. Then he sa- there 
caressing nn aching head with an affectionate and 
tender palm 

exclaimed Lydia Love fervently. 
This time I swear off. ami I swear off 
' How my head ache*!" 
with a grin, lifted his gaxe from hlf 
mall The dally renunciations nnd remorse of Lydia 
Love w ,. r „ , IS unfailing ns the hum of the pres«e» ; 
and yet they never failed to evoke their tribute front 
him of th" "Woman's Pago." 

"Nino hundred ami sixty-seventh sppearanm of 
Miss Lydia I give In hor famous recitation. 'Double 
Crossing the Bar.'" he announced dramatically "1 


Dl'vo mod up me raolnd they ain't a hom-rt rich ma-au 
In th' countin'.' nor a dishonest poor wan, an' If th' 
i Id: should become poor an' th' poor grow rich, 'Ms 
a dlvvlu at u hole Mi' eounthry'll be In, he blvltis! 
Whut wld Tidily Roseyvllt callin' l very ma-nn that 
don't agree wld hint a Bar an' Ivory ni.t-.tn that don't 
U'rrce wld Tidily Roseyvllt • ailin' him th' sa-urm an' 
inanity uv tblm. shunt a poor workin mu-an's put to 
B bad to nn-ako hid 'r tall out uv th' whole doram'd 
idit'tu’ss. ho In so, be hlvlna!” 

To th" unmusical accompaniment of the clattering 
f dishes. Mi" Khrlll voice of Mrs Malone wo* hoard 
from whore she wits nt work In th" kitchen. 

"P&tbrh'k! I’ftthrlck! 01 sa-ay'" 

It was enough. Mr. Maloti - had been well trained; 
and so. meekly abandoning that which was to have 
'•i ii, to him, at least, u most Interesting political dls- 
tuiHUin and taking lila evening paper In one hand 
und his shoes In the other, he humbly quitted the 
rnoni, leaving his daughter and Donne'.ly alone. For 
1'aooih, he was a welcome suitor, was Donnelly! 

Donnelly proceeded to seat himself spaciously on 
:ha bofa. 

"Com* over hero, Nellie, girl," he said, spreading 
s broud palm nt the vast vacancy beside him. "I've 
go 1 It all fixed, ring un’ all," he announced exuber- 
antly. “Le' me tell yuh all about It." 

The girl, from her sent on Mi* plano-stoul. looked 
up shyly und shook an Indecisive, hesitating negative. 

Donnelly rat up straight. What's the tnnH-r, Nei- 
ll.”' h< tick'd. "Why. what. Is It, girlie? Has any- 
thing g uie wrong with you?" 

Hhe did not. reply. Qul< kly Donnelly roa.> and went 
to her. 

What is It?" he demand, d tensely. "Something's 
happen*. d— something must 'a' happened tuh make 
yuh a< lilt" tho.. Tall m" what It Is." 

li- hail plat • d a tender, enger hand upon her lithe 
shoulder nt d th- girl, slowly, reluctantly, withdraw 
from Us touch. 

For an It. slant the was silent; and then, the quiver- 
ing lips firmly s.t, she said slowly, very slowly, ami 
chokingly 

“1 — 1- I— can't marry you. Matt." 

II" started fia' k quickly, 

"Why. w in d yuh mean. Nellie?" h* demanded, 
umnxcit "Can't marry tn. ' Why? Why Don't yuh 
lovo me no more? Don' yuh?" 

Her hands closed one over Jlw- other lu her lap. 
clenched nervously; Inr eyes Ailed with tears 
"It Isn't that ” she replied hastily. "I do lovo you. 

Man. dear. Really, really. I do' But " 

"Then why can't yuh marry me." he asked tio- 
wlldcrlngly. 

She did not reply; her hands clenched more tightly. 
"Tull mo why." ha curamandad. 

Still she made no response. 

"Yuh gotter tell mo nom>. time. Nellie." he said 
slowly. "Yuh owo mo that much. Alt' yuh might 


COMB OVER HERE. NELLIE GIRL 


The ceremonial of Introduction was quickly per- 
formed. and Lydia's consent nnd approval after all, 
was found not to ho essential t*» 'ho question of'th* 
marrlago ceremony. And. though It was late. Mia 
arbiter «t affaire* du coetir was soon left alone lr. Ml* 
little hallway to ltatap *•« the retreating steps of two 
pairs of feet on tho stairs 

Whereat Lydia Lovo heard ami hooded the call of 
Bacchus aud repaired to his most couvonlent temple. 
It was not far away for the followers of the god In 
New York ure many his temples not few. and th# 
Evening Gaaelto next morning gave no Balm to th* 
Heartsick nor Advice to Young levers And such 
was the sincerity ami devoutm** of his worship that, 
by the time morning had again dawned. Lydia Uvo 
had forgotten completely oven the address of tho*# 
who had passed forever beyond his aid aud couusaL 


She rose. Qtilrkly she ran to his aide and threw 
her arm# about 1 1 tie k 

“Yes'" site cried J'llllantly "Yes' Yes? Yew - '' 


I am in love with a young fel'.ow I think It* ■ a mil- 
lionaire breaus'- I always ace him going past my 
house In a rctl automobile or tuaybe be'* th* chafer 
i! think that * th" way to spelt It ) Will you tell me 
how I an get acquainted with him because I love him 
very dearly. 

This letter, too. went Into the basket, aud Lydia 
turned to the next 

DEAR MADAM —This Is the ninth time 1 have 
written to you to tell you that I was engaged to marry 
a girl and everything was going fine until you bulled 
iti ami queered It. You 'old the girl I wss a drunk- 
aril. You're wrong 1 ain't. And 1 think It's up to 
you to square things for me because you've put me In 
a awful muss ami 1 don't see no way out of It unless 
you Uko back what you said. I am willing to prove 
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